
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



( 400 ) 
SPECULUM POESIS. (II.) 

By William Ellery Channing. 

NATURE AND AST. 

I. The Journey, a Symbol. 

A breezy softness filled the air, 
That clasped the tender hand of Spring, 
And yet no brooklet's voice might sing, 
And all was perfect stillness there, 
Unless the soft, light foliage waved ; 
The boughs all clothed in shining green, 
Through which ne'er angry tempest raved. 
And sunlight shone between. 

Beneath an oak a palmer lay, 
Upon the greensward was his bed, 
And its luxuriance touched the gray, 
The silver laurel round his head: 
A picture framed in calm repose, 
A classic monument of life, 
Too placid for the storm of woes, 
Too thoughtful to be torn in strife. 
I might have passed; he bade me stay, 
And tranquilly such words did say: 

" Thou, promise of the glowing Spring, 
Thy graces to my old eyes bring 
The recollections of those years 
"When sweet are shed our early tears, 
The sunny days of April weather, 
Changeful and glad with everything, 
"When Youth and Hope went linked together 
Like sisters twain, and sauntering 
Down mossy paths in ancient woods, 
The garlands of such solitudes." 

I passed along, 
The palmer song 

Still sounding with its clear content; 
At length, I reached my promised tent; 
Around were- crags of temples piled, 
The ruins of a nation's pride ; 
"Within their clefts the bright stars smiled, 
And moonlight swept the courtyards wide; 
Some ivy-boughs o'erhung the wall 
And clothed the pillars smooth and tall, 
And deepening shades lay o'er the place 
That still the grandeur must efface. 
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Nor long my dream; — a wind awoke, 
A river from the mountains came, 
Wild thro' the temple's courts it broke 
As they were lit with lightning's flame. 
A mightier blast, more lurid light, 
The winds dispersed that sheltering fold, 
I paused an instant on the night, 
Then sought the . mighty archway old ; 
I marked the glancing fire's design 
To smite the stone's colossal form 
That jutted from the topmost line — 
Too cold that stately heart to warm — 
Then gained beyond the court a bank, 
And fainting in the darkness sank. 



II. A Sleeping Child. 

Darkness now hath overspaced 

Life's swift dance, and curtained awe 

Feebly lifts a sullen eye, 

Wonted in this marble war; 

His lips are still that sweetly spoke, 

Silent space the charm hath broke. 

For him mourn not, parents dear! 
Measure largest he has taken, 
Now he treads the sun's dominion, 
Our low pastime all forsaken, 
And his eyes have purer sight 
From that calm, reflected light. 

Let your woes dissolve in peace, 
For he leads great company, 
And he seeks with famous men 
Statelier lines of ancestry ; 
He might shame the bravest one, 
In his garments of the sun. 



III. Primavera, The Breath of Spring. 

With the rush and whirl of the fleet wild brook, 
And the leap of the deer thro' the deep wild wood, 
And the eyes of the flowers with that gentle look 
That shines in the hearts of the truly good, 
Dost thou refresh my weary mood. 

And chantest thy hymn in the forest old, 
Where the buds of the trees and their hearts of fire 
Start to the song of thy harps of gold, 
As the maiden with a timid desire 

At the thrill of her love's soft lyre. 
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Thou passest thy hand o'er the yellow fields 
With a light caress like a mother's smile, 
And the bright, soft grass to thy impulse yields 
The green of its life that has slept the while ; 

Sweet Spring I thou knowest many a wile. 

And joyfully, Spring, I welcome thee down 
To the heavy hearts of my fellow-men, 
To the windows dark of the thick-built town, 
And the scholar who sits with his tiresome pen 
In the shadow of his den. 

Frolic, sweet flowers, along the wall-side, 
Along the roadway where the foot-path goes, 
And, ferns, in the pines where the rivers glide, 
Be as cheerful as where the musk-rose blows, 

And gay as a child each thing that grows. 



IV. Poet to the "World. 

A truce to care, a truce to thoughtfulness ! 

false vain world, O love, O life, O timel 
Open, ye shadowy portals where I climb 1 
Behind me, thou dull present! go and bless 
The dark-ambitioned worldling on his throne, 
And leave me, leave me social care alone. 

Yes ! at the parting of these devious ways 

1 stand; forever smiles at me dull care! 
Is there no racier morsel for thy fare, 

No lovelier pilgrim o'er thy circling ways? 
Yet must I clasp thy hands, thou iron King! 
I clasp thee; — teach me, artist, then to sing. 



V. Nature and Song. 

The elemental shapes of happy thoughts 

Lie round us; so, from infancy to age, — 

Sweet sympathies, aspects venerable, 

Godlike realities! How dear to him, 

The poet, his early recollections; 

Of filmy, unleaved boughs o'er wandering streams, 

On whose green banks with greensward carpet bright, 

Straying with modest heart and new-born hopes, 

A new-born life, to the true good allied, 

Pressed forth, never to die! 

Harmonious wind-harps sigh thro' forests old, 
Where dumbly rocks sleep in their mossy beds, 
Courageous fronts! Deep thoughts are uttered 
From the star-lit hours, to tranquil streamlets. 
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In the sad dells, haunts of some mourning pines, 
"With music's glee, the sunset birds pour forth 
Their royal concert. Unnumbered flowers blow; 
Broad ferns are weaving stuffs, such never wove 
The grimy artisan. 

Dear mother Nature! 
How might I, thy feeble, failing child, return 
Fit love? Impossible! For didst thou not 
Still fondly please me, when my froward heart, 
Turning, stood careless, and yet a son of thine? 
The Universe is one harmonious hope 
To him who, wkh a trusting mind and true 
Humility, will seek and find that love. — 
Meeting eternities do gird us round! 
In such a peacefulness as he enjoys, 
The poet in his heart can worship these, 
"Whether he tread the margin of earth's shores, 
And hear the dash of her white-crested waves, 
Or where the rocks splinter the breeze of heaven, 
Kissed by some slight, wild violets at their shafti, 
That tempt the whispering goddess of the wind, 
On her ethereal voyage when time is past; 
And grace, and joy, and gentleness, are all 
The sweet employment of the people there. 



AN UNCONVENTIONAL VIEW OF GOETHE AND 
GERMAN FICTION. 

By F. G. Fairfield. 

Lounging about the Astor Library the other day, having 
just digested Bayard Taylor's translation of " Faust," and 
his very elaborate introduction to the same, together with M. 
Dumas' absurd critique, I betook myself, by way of contrast 
with the impressions of an American poet and a Parisian 
dramatist, to the task of ascertaining what a German critic 
might have to say, and to a running commentary on the views 
of all three, thinking out my conclusions as I went along. 

Gorged as the general public has been with versions of 
sentimentally sensational German novels, to the exclusion of 
essay and criticism, some few at least are aware that Julian 
Schmidt — an experienced and able German critic, and, saving 
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